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PerSONs Repreſented, 
M E N. 


Sir AnToxnyY Wirn ES, Father 

to FREDERICK and MARIA, $ Mr. Suter. 
BsLLATO NT, Mr. Beard. 
FrEDERICK, Mr. Mattocks. 
SHIFTER, an Attorney, Mr. Dun/tall. 


FerpinanD, BELLAFonT's Serv. Mr, Morris. 
PETER, Sir ANTONY's Man, Mr. Coftello. 
Pappy O Connor, an Iriſh Soldier, Mr. Barrington, 
Henxy, a Country Youth, Mr. Dyer. 


WOMEN. 
MARIA, Miſs Brent. 
AMELIA, diſguiſed as CLaxa, Mrs. Mattochs. 
OL1via,a Relation of Sir AnTony,Mrs. Vincent. 
Domeſticks of Sir AnTowy, Peaſants, Reapers, &c. 


SCENE, Sir Antony Wirtutxs's Houſe, Garden, 
and the Country adjacent, 


TIME, One Day. 


THE 


T HE 


SUMME R's TALE. 


OVER TURE by Mr. ABEL. 
ACT LISCENTE: I. 


A Garden. f 
MaRIA enters, followed by BELLATO Vr. 
AIN I. [Cocchi ] 


Mar. TE LL me why thus you continue to woo me, 
Why with ſuch 6b/tinate Suit you purſue mee 
Bell. Aſt not why thus 1 am fated to woe thee, 
Why with ſuch dn? cp Suit I purſue thee. 
Mar. Hopeleſs you ply me, 
Still muſt I fly thee ; 


How can I grant, what Ie vow'd to deny thee? 
Bell. What tho' you fly me, 


Still if I ply thee; 
Pity may grant what your Pride may deny me. 


Mar. Tell me, c. 
Bell. 4 not, Ec. J Duetto, 


Bell. What whim is this, Maria ? Why do you 
fly from me at ſuch a rate? | 
Ki 


Maria. 


3 
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Portion of it before. 
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Mar. Ridiculous Queſtion ! = $9 ſanguine, ſo 
ſucceſsful a Lover as Captain Bellafont is might 
have concluded, that no Woman can have any 
other Motive for flying from him, but the Pleaſure 
of being op wag 

Bell. Oh! your moſt humble Servant. ——But 
really I am no match for you at theſe Weapons: 
The Dance you have led me over Hedge and Ditch, 
acroſs that Walk, down the next, over this Field, 
round the other, might be good Sport to a ſlender, 
well-breath'd Stripling of a Lover: but to your 
Adorer, who is ſomewhat corpulent, it is aQually 
intolerable ; and I do proteſt to you, that if you 
offer to ſtir a Step further, I will abſolutely give 
over the Chace. | | 

Mar. Inſuffetable! Will no Submiſſion ſatisfy 

ou ? 
1 Bell. Was your Flight a Proof of your Submil- 
ſion, I might be ſatisfied ; but I doubt that little 
rebellious Heart of yours will not be ſubdued upon 
ſuch eaſy Terms. 

Mar Upon eaſy Terms, depend on it I never 
ſhall ſubmit : 1 have ebſerv'd fo little Complaiſance 
after Marriage, that I ſhall look to receive all my 


AIR I. [Lampugnani.] 
Happy, trifiing, careleſs Lower ! 


Think not you can touch my Heart, 
Till your Siphs your Tears diſcover 
That you feel Love's keeneft Dart. 


When I fee thee humbly lying 
Captive of my conquering Eyes, 
Weeping, ſighing, fainting, dying, 
Such Sub miſſion may ſuffice. | 


So ſevere the Lover's Duty, 
Such the Trophies due to Beauty. 
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In ſhort, Mr. Bellafont, as you are ſo much de- 
voted to your Eaſe, and I am ſo gteat a Lover of my 
Freedom, I fear we can never conveniently meet. 
] will venture, therefore, to take my Leave of you. 
If you think fit to repoſe yourſelf after your 
Fatigues, I wou'd recommend a Seat in that Arbour 
to you; or, if you rather chuſe to take a ſolitary 
turn down that Walk, I promiſe you I will not 
interrupt your Meditations, | 

Bell. Stay, | beſeech thee, Maria, if it is only 
'till I can tell thee, that in Spite of all:this cruel 
Indifference I am deſtined to adore thee. 

Mar. All this is extremely well ; but to be ſerious 
for a Moment. Allow.me to. aſk. you what rea- 
ſonable hope you can have that my Father will ever 
approve of your. Ptete nfions ?. and without his Con- 
ſent, I am apt to believe [:.ſhall-never be deſperate 
enough to liſten to your Addreſſes. | 

Bell. Why. then, Maria, ſeriouſly I have no one 
Reaſon. for hoping, but that I never in my Life 
cou'd defpond-; nor have I any Excuſe for the Folly 
of perſevering in my Addreſles, except that I love 
you, and have naturally a Paſſion for all extravagant 
Attempts.. A Soldier. of. Fortune, the needy Son 
of a younger Brother, however noble his Extrac- 
tion, can as ill expect to ſucceed with a Father of 
Sir Antony Withers's ſort, as think of aſpiring to a 
Lady of Maria's Merit and Beauty, To delineate 
myſelf to you in one Word; my Family is noble; 
my Profeſſion more fo ; if | was not a Man of Ho- 
nour I ſhou'd not be the Deſcendant of my Father, 
and if I was a Coward I cou'd not be a Briton. 

Mar. To me, Bellafont, this may be Recom- 
mendation ſufficient ; but my Father would aſk, 
„% What are your Poſſeſſions? where lies your 
c« Eftate ?” | 

Bell. 1 have none.; after having aſſiſted our Con- 
queſts in every Quarter of the World, I muſt con- 
feſs that there is not one Foot of it which I can call 
my own : my Patrimony is my Sword, + 

| A 3 Mar. 


% 


yi. T_ 


. 
F 
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May. A very honourable Inheritance for a ſingle 
Gentleman, but a mighty indifferent Jointure for a 
Wife! 

Bell. Had I the Poſſeſſions of my Uncle Lord 
Lovington, I ſhould with Pleaſure caft them at your 
Feet; but a Booby Coufin excludes my Hopes 
there ; and I reap no other Fruit from his Alliance, 
than the Conſolation to ſee that Avarice can make 
the richeſt Man as indigent, as Fortune has made 
me. — But what avails all this? ——I forget it is 
to Maria I am ſpeaking, who has the Aft to de- 
ſtroy the Peace of my Lb, without endangering 
her own. 


AIR III. [Boyce] 


See how the genial God of Day 

«© Salutes the warm, the bluſhing Year; 

« Chear'd by his Beams, how bright, how gay, 
« The Fields, the Groves, the Flowers appear! 


And hark in yonder vocal Bower 

„% The Turtle plies his amorous Theme, 

« Al] Nature owns Lowe's miphty Power, 
« And deeply drinks the quick ming Beam. 


« And, tell me, do theſe Scenes impart 
« No friendly Warmth to thee alone? 
« Hilt thou nor give me back my Heart, 
« Nor yet repay me with thine own ? 


« Ah! why wou'd Nature make thee fair. 
« And not diſpoſe thee to be kind ? 

« To love, alas ! is to deſpair, 

« And not to love is to be blind. 


Mar: Huſh! for Heaven's ſake, here comes my 
Father, as faſt as his Legs can carry bim. As you 
ſeem to think me ſo very difficult of Perſuaſion, I 
will leave you to try your Rhetoric with him ; 
though, if F might adviſe, you had better — 
| a 


THE SUMMERSTALE. 7 


haſty Retreat: for my own Part I ſhall eſcape as 
faſt as I am able. [Exit, 


SCENE II. 


BrLLaFONT withdraws to the back Scene, Sir Ant, 
WITHERS enters. F 


Sir Ant. A fine Morning !—Surely I heard a ſinging 
ſomewhere hereabouts in the Grove: — No; 'twas 
only the Field-keepers ſcaring the Rooks from the 
Grain; or the Hogs perhaps ſerenading each other in 
the Peaſe and Beans.—Let me ſee; Pve ſtroll'd a 
good way from the Houſe ; I'll even fit down a while, 
and purſue my Morning's Meditation, Well, *tis 
a ſtrange Caſe ; but I never can repoſe myſelf on 
this Seat without calling to mind poor dear Lady 
Withers: Ah! ſhe's dead and gone; but I know 
not, if one of us muſt needs have been taken off, 
perhaps 'tis as well for me to be left behind, In 
the mean time I have provided that, when I am 
call'd away, the World ſhall have as little a miſs of 
me as may be: here is my Succedaneum ; in this 
Journal every important Occurrence in my Life is 
methodically recorded. I do much wonder that the 
great Men of the Time will not be at the ſame 

pains, rather than truſt their Characters to the 
Mercy of other People's Pens; o' my Word, Poſ- 
terity may chance to view their Actions in quite 
another Light from what they ſee them in them- 
ſelves. 
BELLAFONT advances, 


Bell. I am in doubt whether I ſhall accoſt him or 


not ; he has a confounded forbidding Countenance. 
Sir Ant. Suppoſe I caſt my Eye over my Morn- 
ing's Work. Ay! here it is. [Puts on bis w_ 
tacles.] © Auguſt the 25th —— Wind South-Weſt 
« by Weft; that is, a little to the South of the 
« Weſt.” (Right, it is fo.) „ Thermometer, 


„ Seventy-three Degrees and a half, by Farenheit's 
A 4 « Scale,” 


— — 


. 
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&« Scale.” (Fuh!) “ Peter tells me it was miſty at 
% Sun-riſe; Prognoſtic of a hot Day.” (Wak'd 
as uſual with my old Sinkings ; never right, when 
the Glaſs is below changeable.) Ah! Sir Antony! 
Sir Antony | | 

Bell. Sir Antony Withers, Pm your moſt humble 
Servant. 

Sir Ant. Sir ! Harting. ] 

Bell. I beg pardon for interrupting your Medita- 
tions, but my Buſineſs being ſomewhat urgent—— 

Sir Ant. Let it be what it will, Sir, this Surprize 
is not very civil; by my Say-ſo ! it has diforder'd 
me not a little. 

Bell. What a fantaſtical old Prig it is! [Afde] 
- 5 þ thing the Matter with you pray? [Speaking 
oud. | 
| 90 Ant. Lud! Man; don't halloo fo——My 
Nerves won't bear it. — But who are you? whence 
come you? what's your Buſineſs here ? 

Bell. My Buſineſs, as I told you, Sir, is with 
ou. 

: Sir Ant. Well, let us hear it ; it gives a Man an 
Air of Conſequence to be ſhort with a Stranger. 
| [Alide. 

Bell. Sir Antony Withers, you have a Daugh- 
ter — 

Sir Ant. Granted —— This Fellow has ſurely 
been liſt'ning. 

Bell. Her Name, as I think, is Maria. 

Sir Ant. It is ſo.——!l hope he did not overhear 
the laſt Item, however. | 

Bell. 1 have ſeen her, and convers'd with her ; 
a moſt angelic Lady ſhe is! 

Sir Ant. I cannot ſay I am of that Opinion. 

"996 It is on her Account J trouble you with this 
Viſit. | 
Sir Ant, Humph ! I gueſs'd as much.— 'I tell 
you what, Sir; if you will turn down by that 
Horn-beam Hedge on your Right Hand, and keep 
ſtraight along the Walk, 'twill bring you at the Bot- 


'tom of it to the Garden-Gate—you'll find it open. 


——— Pleaſe 
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——Pleaſe to betake yourſelf from my Premiſſes, 
and let me never ſee your Face any more, 


AIR IV.“ [Arnold ] 


« There lies your Road—ſweet Sir, adieu 

% My Daughter is no Match for you : 

% She's gone from bome ; ſhe's fick ; ſhe's dead; 
In ſhort, 7 vows Se will not wed 

« To any Gentleman in Red. 


%% Nay, never frown, and look ſo bluff,” 
« You're fairly ſped ; you've ſaid enough. 
* The Man who lets ſly Reynard looſe 

M hen once he's caught him in his Nooj?, , 
„ Ricbly deſerves to loſe his Gooſe. 


Bell. I muſt. needs tell you, Sir. Antony, that 
this is a very abrupt manner of diſmiſſing a Man 
before you know who he is: tho' I am a perfect 
Stranger to you myſelf, I have an Uncle, Lord 
Lovington, who I believe is not unknown to you. 

Sir Ant. Lord Lovington, ſay you? And have. 
you the Preſumption, Sir, to rival your Uncle? 

Bell. Rival my Uncle? W hat is it: you mean? 

Sir Ant. Why, Sir, my Lord. Lovington is an. 
honourable Admirer of my Gitl Maria, whom you 
are pleaſed to call by ſo many fine Names. 

Bell. Is he ſo ? Ridiculous old Dotard ! [ 4fade.}] 
Oh! yes, Sir Antony, I am perfectly well ac- 
quainted with my Uncle's Paſſion for Miſs Withers; 
ſhe has Beauty enough to make Old Age forget its 
Infirmities; no one can ſee her, and be inſenſible 
to her Charms, 

Sir Ant. I apprehend, Sir, you are under a Miſ- 
take; Lord Lovingtun has never yet ſet Eyes on 
Maria : it is to any good Friend Mr. Shifter's Re- 
poit of my Daughter, that ſhe owes the Honour he 

A 5 does 


2 N. B. The. Airs marked thus are compoſed for this Oc- 
caſion. | 


, 


* 
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does her by his Addreſſes: no doubt you are ac- 
quainted with his Peculiarities ; but he is immenſely 
rich; and, altho' I am an utter Stranger to his 
Perſon, yet I am determined my Girl ſhall pay 
implicit Obedience to his Will and mine: for as 
much an Angel as ſhe is, I don't think her a bit 
too good to marry a Lord. 

Bell. Egad! I muſt change my Battery ; a ſudden 
Thought ſtrikes me. [A/fide] Sir Antony, I am 
overjoyed at what I hear; I ſhall fly to my Uncle, 
and tell him what Reſolutions you have taken in 
his Favour——Twill be joyful News to him. | 

Sir Ant. Hold, hold! what is all this Haſte ? 
You are overjoy'd, and you ſhall fly to your Uncle; 
how is all this? By my fay-ſo ! I could have ſworn 
you had been ſoliciting for yourſelf. 

Bell. For myſelf? Ha ! ha! ha! And that was 


the Reaſon you received me fo very coldly ! 


Sir Ant. It was fo. Ha! ha! ha! [Mimicking him. 

Bell Very good truly !——Why, Sir, my Uncle 
himſelf is on the way hither ; I do but come before 
by his Lordſhip's Orders to prepare you and the 
young Lady for his Reception. 5 

Sir Ant. What ſay you? Is my Lord Lovington 
coming hither to my Houſe? Good lack ! good 
lack! why where are all my People? 

Bell. Oh! Sir, give yourſelf no Trouble; my 
Uncle you know is in Years, and travels ſlowly ; 
you will have Time enough to get every thing in 
Readineſs. x 

Sir Ant. So, ſo, ſo! this is excellent News! How 
things turn out! Sir, I heartily aſk Pardon for the 
Reception I gave you; but to ſay Truth, ſeeing an 
Officer in my Garden, I took it into my Head that 


| you were one Capt. Bellafont, who frequents theſe 


Parts. | 
Bell. Bellafont ? Who is he, pray? : 
Sir Ant. Oh! Sir, Capt. Bellafont is an idle, 


impertinent but in ſhort he is not worth our talking 
of. He has the Confidence to make Love to Maria; 


but I have given the Girl a Leſſon upon that 5 
f ject, 
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ject, and I can aſſure you ſhe has no ſort of Regard 


or Eſteem 

Bell. Indeed, Sir? | 

Sir Ant, Indeed. His Lordſhip may be perfectly 
at Eaſe upon that Head. But come, my dear Mr, 
—— Sir, ſhall 1 crave your Name? 

Bell. Lovemore, Sir, at your Service,—But 1 
muſt take my leave: I have my Uncle's poſitive 
Commands to return.—— He is impatient to know 
if his Viſit will be acceptable, and will be tran- 


ſported with the Account I ſhall bring him. 


AIV. [Arnold.] 
With theſe happy Tidings fraught, 


1 muſt hence as quick as Thought ; 
Ere the Sun ſhall diſappear, 
Exped to find a Suitor here. 


See yon aged Elm around 

With the twining Ivy bound ; 

In that Emblem you behold | 

How the Young adorn the Old. Arit. 


Six Ax rox alone, 


A good ſenſible, well-bred, decent kind of Man, 
and ſings a good Song, Well, if I can get this 
Girl married and out of the way, the greateſt 
Trouble of my Life will be over. —And a Counteſs 
too! My Family begins to want a ſtrain of Nobi- 
lity to lighten the Breed. ——In former Times it 
was ſcarce to be had for Love or Money (as they 
fay) but now we Commoners come in for a pretty 
plentiful ſhare of it, and ſome of us at a reaſonable 
Rate too. [Clara paſſes over the Stage in the Back 
Scene, followedby Henry carrying her Cluak, &c.] Why 
there now ? there's that Wench Clara! that Girl is 
another of my Plagues.—— The bewitching Jade! 
ſhe has ſcarce been a Month in this Neighbourhood, 
and yet [She appears again.] Ay, there ſhe goes 

again; 
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again; yes, cw do, you roguiſh Huſſey ! What 
does that Clown Henry do for ever at her Heels ? 
The Fellow guards her as warily as a Shepherd's 
Cur does his Maſter's Hut. — She's gone towards 
the Houſe; Ill flip down this Walk and meet her. 
——Well, if I light on her alone, I'll tell her a 
Piece of my Mind. —And yet this confounded op- 
preſſive Weather !-—1 wou'd the Glaſs wou'd rife! 

[Goes down a fide Walk. 


SCENE HL 
| Cana and Henry enter again. 
Cla. Do, good Henry, take my Cloak and Pat- 


tens, and wait for me at the Garden Gate; we ſhall 
very likely meet the old Knight again in our way to 


the Houſe, and I know he won't be pleaſed with 


ſeeing thee in the Garden. 

Hen. Let him chuſe ; fo long as I can be of any 
Service to you, I don't mind his Huffing. 

Cla. Thank you, Henry, but there can be no 


ſort of Danger. 


Hen. The Yard-dog may frighten you; and if I 
was by, I ſhou'd be apt to gee him a flick, for all 
his Worſhip, | 


Cla. No, no; he's always tied up in the Day- 


time, and you know there are no other Dogs be- 


longing to the Houſe, but little Shock, and he has 
got no Teeth. 

Hen. Well, I ſhou'd be ſorry to have any thin 
happen, and I not at Hand to aſſiſt you. —But 
won't be troubleſome ; I hope I know better than 
ſo.—Pl take your Things then with me, and ſtay 
at the Gate we came in at. 

Cla. Do fo, my Lad; Vil ſoon return. 

Hen. Oh! as for the matter of that, uſe your 
pleaſure ; don't think much of my Time; I can't 
ſpead it better than in ſerving you, IE. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VV. 


Sir ANTONY calls to CLARA as ſhe is going out. 

Hiſt! Clara! Mrs. Clara! Hem! whither away 
ſo faſt, pretty Maid ? 

Cla. Oh! Sir Antony, I beg pardon; I was 
ſtepping to the Houſe to enquire for Mrs. Olivia, 
who I underſtand is there. 

Sir Ant. Well, well, Mrs. Olivia won't be gone, 
and I ſhou'd be glad to ſpeak a few Words to thee, 
that's all. 

Cla. What are your Commands, pray Sir ? 

Sir Ant. I don't know what to ſay ?—Why do 
you look ſo grave, Child? How do the good Peo- 
ple, where you board, behave to you? I hope m 
Tenant Farmer Greygooſe and his Family do their 
beſt to pleaſe you ; I ſhou'd be much offended with 
them if they did not. 

Cla. Oh! Sir, they are the beſt Folks in the 
World, and the moſt obliging. 

Sir Ant. I hope you have recovered the Accident 


that has confined you in theſe Parts; the Hurt that. 


you received by the Fall from your Horſe, I mean 
(Ceremony upon theſe Occafions is nothing 
more than a Civil Excuſe for not being rude ) Abe 

ide. 

Cla. Perfectly, I thank you, Sir Antony; — 
much that I think of taking leave of the Farmer 
this very Day. 

Sir Ant. Marry, Heaven forbid it! You wou'd 
not leave us, Clara; you muſt not Stays 
ſtay! I have ſomething to ſay to ou 
Odſlids! what am I going to do? — Why I 
2 thinking - Gadſbud ! ſure I am running 
m 


AIR 


—— 
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AIR VI. (Potenza. 


My Paſſion confounds me, 
Such Beauty ſurrounds me, 
Such numberleſs Charms : 
I gaze, I deſire, 
My Blood is on fire, 
Oh ! come to my Arms ! 


Cla. Alas! poor Gentleman, I am afraid you are 
not well: Do, dear Sir, retire to your Chamber ; 
wrap your Head up warm ; your Imagination has 
been greatly heated, ——Shall I call any body to 

help you into the Houſe, Sir ? 


ATR VIL 


O naughty naughty Garden ! 
What ail'd me to come in it ? 
I pray your Worſhip pardon, 
I muſt away this Minute. 
I muſt away : 
Farewell ! good Day! 
Sir Antony, pray, excuſe me: 
The more a Damſel views thee, 
The ſurer ſbell refuſe thee. 
Nay, let me paſs ; 
Oh fie ! alas! 
You'd nearly caught a Fall, Sir: 5 
Good lack ! if this be all, Sir, F: 
Til be within your Call, Sir. [Exit. N 


StR ANTONY alone. 


Well, go thy ways for this Time.— — What a 
twitter has this put me into, and all to no Purpoſe ! 
——] did not think ſhe cou'd have reſiſted me; 
but, all things conſider'd, perhaps, 'tis better as it 
is; fince- tis more than probable, I might have 
found it eaſier to conquer her Scruples, than my 


own. 
„ 4 
7 ig 4 
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own, Well; had it turn'd out to my Wiſh, I might 
have enrich'd my Diary with an Item of ſome Con- 
ſequence ; but as it is, it's likely to prove a mere Cy- 


pher in the Account. 


SCENE. V. 
An Apartment in Sir Av rox Houſe, 
OLivia, MARIA. 


Oliv. Depend upon it, Couſin Maria, *tis as I tell 
you : your Heart is further engaged than you ima- 
gine, You love this Bellafont without knowing it. 

Mar. Now could I hate you, Olivia, heartily for 
diſcovering a Secret, that I wiſhed to have conceal- 
ed from all the World; nay, if poſſible, from my- 
ſelf ; But J was telling you of our laſt Adventure in 
the Garden ; I own I am impatient to know how he 
got off from my Father. 

Oliv. Why indeed, my dear Child, when I think 
of your Father in this Affair, I own I tremble for you. 
I have known my old Friend and Neighbour too 
long to believe that any Merit can prevail with him, 
which has neither a Title to flatter his Vanity, not 
Wealth to bribe his Avarice. 


Mar. Heigh ho ! I begin to perceive I have playd 


the Fool. 
AIR VIII. [Bertoni.] 


O Lowe, tyrannic God, whoſe fatal Dart 
Subdues all Nature to its proud Controul ; 

I feel thy vengeful Shaft transfix my Heart, 
And yield to thee the Empire of my Soul. 


Oliv. Well, Maria, you are not the firſt Daugh- 
ter who has ventured to diſſent from her Father in 


the Choice of a Lover. And why not diſſent 


I am perſuaded Nature means our Inclinations to be 
| free, 


16 THE SUMME R's TAL E. 


free, tho' Law en{aves them. So that after all, 
if you have fixed your AﬀeQions on Captain Bella- 
font 

Mar, O frightful ! Fixed my Affections, Ma- 
dam ? | 

Oliv. Come, come, you are too honeſt to be a 
Coquette; Friendſhip and Affinity give me a Right 
to know your Heart,. and make your Concerns and 
thoſe of your Family in a Manner my own, You 
know I have no Cares in this Life, but for your 
Brother and you ; be, poor Lad, has unhappily fallen 
in Love with Amelia Hartley, who it ſeems has pre- 
fer'd another before him, and is, as I hear, married. 

Mar. So he writes me Word; but he is expected 
every Hour, and we ſhall then hear the whole of 
this unlucky Affair. 

Oliv. Well, be that as it will; he had his Pre- 
ference, and confeſs'd it. Your Father too, as old 
and as wiſe as he is, if I am not ſhrewdly miſtaken, 
is not entitely void of Partiality towards a certain 
Perſon. 

Mar. Oh! you mean the young Woman that 
8 are all fond of, Who lodges at the Farm-houſe 

ere. 

Oliv. The ſame ; Clara. 

Mar. Why indeed I believe your Suſpicions are 
not ill founded, But ſhe is. a charming: Girl, that 
muſt be confeſs'd; So modeſt, ſo well bred; I am 
perſuaded there is ſomething in her Story more than 
common. | 

Oliv. I have always thought ſo. —But you ſee 
by this, Maria, how the-reit of your Family have 


diſpos'd of themſelves. Capt. Bellafont is a Man of 1 8 


Honour, and worthy a ſenſible Woman's Eſteem ; 
you need not therefore bluſh at the Choice: and 
tho' I ſhould be the laſt Perſon to inſpire you with 
Principles of Diſobedience, or to ſupport you in 
them, yet whenever you appeal to me from the 
Perſecution of a capricious Parent, who wow 
| | aſſume 


3 
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aſſume a Right to make you wretched, my Houſe, 
my Fortune ſhall be open to your Uſe. | 

Mar. Generous Olivia! how can I ever repay 
you ſufficient Thanks? 

PETER enters. 

Peter. Madam, his Honour would have you come 
to him in the Library direQly. 

Mar. Very*well, Peter, tell my Father PIl wait 


on reg Fe Peter] So! ſo! I ſhall have a 


fine Lecture I warrant you. | 
Oliv. Come, Maria, keep up your Spirits ; I am 


to your Father : don't be yiolent in oppoſing his In- 
clinations; Time will preſent ſome Opportunity of 
evading them, -Above all things, my Dear, I would 
have you take no raſh Reſolutions againſt Matrimo- 
ny; let my Example deter you. 


AIR IX. [Howard.] 
Dear Girl, newer truſt to thy Charms, 


Youth's fugitive Seaſon improve ; 
ON take the dear Man to thine Arms, 
or bluſh at an innocent Lowe. 


Too foon and that ſweet roſy Blom, 
That elegant Form ſhall decay ; 

That Hair like the Ravens dark Plume 
Shall be filvering over with prey. 


The Fops that now flutter around 
Shall find fome were feuygrite Fair; 
Whilft you drop deſpisd on the Ground 
With Enwy conjum'd and Deſpair, 


Then lift to the Counſel I give 
And be not by Flait'ry Per ; 

Left you ſhould be fated to live 
Like me a neglected old Maid, [Exit Maria. 


SCENE 
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As OL1via is going out ſhe is met by CLAXX. 


Or1via, CLARA. 


Cla. Madam, ſhall I entreat your Patience for a 
few Minutes? 12 

Oliv. Moſt readily, Child ; what are your Com- 
mands ? 

Cla. I am an unhappy Woman; and as ſuch have 
a Claim to your Compallion, 

Oliv. I have conceived a very good Opinion of 
you, Clara, and am ſincerely ſorty for any Misfor- 
tune that may have happened to you, I hope the 
Hurt you have received by your Fall has had no 
worſe Effets than you at ficft apprehended, 

Cla. Alas! Madam, my Injuries are of a different 
Nature. The Fall that I pretended to have receiv'd 
from my Horſe, as I was travelling homewaids, was 


nothing more than a contrived Excuſe for concealing » 


myſelf in theſe Parts, In ſhort, Madam, I am not 
what I ſeem. 

Oliv. That I have long ſuſpeQed, tho' I forbore 

to be inquiſitive. 
_ Cla. You muſt know then, Madam, that I am a 
Woman of good Birth and conſiderable Fortune; my 
Name Amelia, the Daughter of Sir William Hartley. 
Perſecuted by my Family, who would have driven 
me into the Arms of a Man who is my morta Aver- 
fon, I have taken Refuge here, under the Diſguiſe 
that you now ſee me wear. 

Oliv. Really, Miſs Hartley, your Diſtreſſes affect 
me, and I think you juſtified in the Step you have 
taken, Give me leave to aſk you what Preference 
direQted you to this Neighbourhood ? | 
. Amel. Alas! Madam, your Queſtion is a natural 
one, but the ſevereſt that can be aſked me. What 
Preference directed me hither? it was a Paſſion fo 


deeply rooted in my Heart, that no Time, no Injury 
Can 
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can diſplace it. Twas Love. How ſhall I excuſe 
it to you? Unhappy, diſappointed Love. O 
Frederick, Frederick! dear falſe forgetful Vouth! 


AIR X. [Ruſſell.) 


While on Earth's ſoft Lap deſcending 
Lightly falls the feather'd Snow ; 
Nature awfully attending 
Each rude Wind forbids to blow. 


White and pure awhile appearing, 
Earth her Virgin Mantle wears ; 
Soon the fickle Seaſon weering, 
Her deluded Boſom bares. 


Thus my fooliſh Heart believing, 
Liſten d to his artful Tongue; 
Alt his Vows of Love receiving, 


On each flattering Accent hung. 


Fondly for a Time miſtaken 
8. love and Toy conceal'd my Fate; 
Now alas! at length forſaken, 

Sad Experience comes too late, 


Oliv. What do I hear? Was Frederick, was young 
Withers thus ingrateful, thus inſenſible? Let me 
hope, Amelia, there is ſome Miſapprehenſion in this 
Matter ; I know his Intimacy with your Brother, and 
that he made him a Viſit this Summer of ſome Con- 
tinuance. 

Amel. It was then, Madam, that my poor Boſom 
loſt that peaceful Indifference it had ever before en- 
joyed. My Family were then in Treaty with the 
Perſon I mentioned to you before: Intoxicated with 
his extravagant Offers, they omitted no Meaſures to 
engage me to accept his Addreſſes; nay they were 
deſperate enough to employ Frederick to ſolicit me ; 
but alas! their Advocate ruined their Cauſe ; my 


Heart 


[4 
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Heart firſt conceived a Diſtaſte to Lord Wealthy, and 
the Interpoſition of Young Withers confirm'd me in 
my Averlion, | 

Oliv. But did Frederick betray his Commiſſion by 
turning it to his own Advantage ? 

Amel. I cannot charge him with that Diſhonour ; 
therein I muſt condemn myſelf; it was my own fond 
unguarded Heart that told him too plainly what it 
felt; till one fatal Moment my Father ſurpriz'd him 
kneeling at my Feet, and the next tranſported him 
from my Sight for ever. 

Oliv. Your Relation, my dear Amelia, is truly 
pitiable; but as you know not what Motives Frede- 
rick had for ſo abruptly leaving you, ſo I think you 
cannot poſitively charge him with Infidelity. 

Amel Dear Madam, how kindly you conſole me! 
I own to you I have ſome Hopes that Frederick till 
remembers me, and ſtill loves me: thoſe Hopes con- 
ducted me hither; I find he is this Day expected 
home; this Event and Antony's particular Aſſidui- 
ties make it no longer poſlible for me to conceal my- 
ſelf at his Tenant's. I muſt therefore retire, till by 
ſome means I can diſcover the real State of Fre- 
derick's Heart. What I have to entreat of you, Ma- 
dam, is, for a ſhort Time to afford me the Protecti- 


on of your Houſe. 


Oliv. Moſt gladly, my dear, let us betake ourſelves 
thither this Inſtant, before he comes and ſurpiizes 
you. I will find means of explaining your Departure 
to Maria. Come, my Chatiot is now at the Door. 

Amel. Permit me, Madam, to ſtep as far as the 


Garden Gate, and excuſe myſelf to the young Far- 


mer, who is waiting for me there with my. Cloak : 
FI] make haſte and attend you. 
Oliv. At your own Time, [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


The Outfide of Sir Antony's Garden HEN is diſ 
covered fitting and compoſing a Garland of Flowers; 


he riſes. 


I have made free with ſome of his Worſhip's Flow- 
ers; there is no Robbery in that I truſt. She ſtays a 
long while methinks! ſure no Accident has betided 
her! I am fit to think his old Honour does not bear 
an honeſt Mind towards her ; he is always hankering 
about our Houſe, and I am ſure, before Mrs. Clara 

was With us, he never us'd to come to Father's, ex- 
cept upon Rent-day. I don't know what ails me; I 
am not half the Lad I was a while ago; I neither 
eat, nor ſleep, nor work as I us'd to do; and as for 

Wakes and Paſtimes and ſuch like, lackaday ! I have 
no longer any Heart for them, or any thing elſe. 


AIR XI. [Lampe.] 


* Why heawves my Breaſt with frequent Sighs? 
% Whence riſes this ſoft Perturbation ? 

In vain my Heart each Effort tries 

4 To combat its fond Inclination. 

4 a How belpleſs am I ! 

i Where ſhall I fly ? 

ih Where ſball poor Henry for Succour apply? 

3 So fixt is the Dart, 

* Too feeble ny Art 

1 To aſſuage the unſpeakable Smart. 


— 
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AMELIA enters. 
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Hen, Oh! ifackins! I am glad you ate come, Mis. 
Clara: Look here; I have been plaiting a Garland 
for you to wear at the Harveſt-Home to-night, if 
you are ſo minded to accept it. 
Amel. Thank thee, Henry ; Pll wear it for thy 1 0 
en. 
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Hen, That's kind now, —— But come, will you be 
walking homewards? Father and Mother will won- 
der what's become of us. 

Amel. Alas! Henry, I came to bid you farewell, 
Some Reaſons which I can't explain to you, oblige 
me to take a haſty Leave of your Father and Mother, 
and depart this Night, Well, Henry, give me my 
rhings.— Commend me kindly to the good Folks ; 
tell them I'll call in the Evening, and ſettle Matters 
with them to their Satisfaction; as for thee, my 
good Lad, | defire you will accept this Purſe ; I hope 
it will compenſate for the Trouble | have given thee, 
and the Ill-will thou haſt got from thy Landlord on 
my account.— Why what doſt weep for, Henry? 

Hen, My Heart's too full to tell you ; and I want 
Underſtanding to expreſs myſelf =— but thoꝰ I am a 
_u Lad, I ſcorn to be a mean one, and take Money, 

o, Mrs. Clara, I would not touch your Purſe, if it 
was full of Diamond-Jewels. I ſee you deſpiſe me 
by your Offer. 

Amel. Far from it, Henry, believe me ; nor will I 
preſs it further upon you, as I ſee it hurts you. 

Hen. It does indeed and not that only, but 
your leaving us, Mrs, Clara. I know it won't arguefy 
what ſuch a ſimple Clown as I am can fay to a Per- 
ſon of your Breeding but I beſeech you to tell 
me, wherein Father or Mother, or I have offended. 
you! If any thing's amiſs, that they can remedy, 
they'll be proud to do it, I'll vouch for them—and as 
for me, if I be in Fault, I aſk your Pardon heartily on 
my Knees, | | 

Amel. Nothing is'amiſs, nothing. Kneel not to 
me, young Man; your Humility, your Tenderneſs 
oppreſſes me. Neither thou, nor thy Father, nor 
Mother, nor any of you, have ever offended me : on 
the contrary, I owe you all, (eſpecially thee, Henry) 
my Thanks for a thouſand Services, which are ten 
times more valuable, as I am ſure they ſpring from 
your Heart. 


! 


Hen. 
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Hen. Tis enough: I ſubmit. May Heaven protect 
you wherever you go. 


AIR XII. Duetto. [Cocchi.] 
Henry. And muſt we ; 
Amelia, Yes we muſt part for ever: 
Hard Fate ! ſuch Friends to ſever, 
So faithful and ſo true : 


Gs, and wy Bliſs betide thee : 
Each guardian Angel guide thee; 
For evermore Adieu! iExeunt. 


SCENE VIII. 


An Apartment in Sir AnTowyY's Houſe, FreDernCK 
and MARIA meeting. 


Fred. My dear Siſter !!! [Embracing her, 

Mar. My dear Brother! —— I am rejoiced to ſee 
you returned; why, what a Stranger have you been 
to us, Frederick! 

Fred. A Stranger indeed! not to you only, but to 
myſelf, to Peace of Mind, and Contentment. 

Mar. Alackaday! poor melancholy Lover! What, 
fallen out with the World before you are well got 
into it? How ſtrangely Love has transformed you! 
ſtill ſighing for Amelie Hartley? 

Fred. Oh! name her not ! did you but know what 
I daily ſuffer for that lovely falſe one, you would 
pity me. | | 

Mar. Is it poſſible you can be weak enough ſtill 
to indulge a Paſſion for Amelia, who you know has 
aQtually given her Hand to Lord Wealthy ? 

Fred. So J am informed by her Brother—but alas! 
Maria, you talk like a happy Novice, like one a Stran- 

er to the Pains I feel ; had you the leaſt Notion of 
ove, or had ever ſeen her blooming youth and beau- 
ty; had you heard her lively innocent Wit, or been a 
Witneſs to her ſoft, ſweet, engaging Temper, you 
would own with me that her Charms were n 
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AIR XIII. ICount St. Germain.] 


O fatal Day to my Repoſe, 

When firſt I ſaw the faithleſs Fair ! 
No Peace my wretched Boſom knows, 

I hve, alas! and I deſpair. 


Mar. My dear Frederick, was I in a Humour for 


Mirth, how I could laugh at you now! but alas! you 
are not the only unfortunate one of your Family ; 
tho' you think I have ſo little Notion of Love, per- 
haps, Brother, I may be able to give a guels at it; 
and o' Conſcience, I think it a very forrowful Mat- 
ter for a Girl of my Age and Spirit, to be condemned 
to the Arms of a Man of Threeſcore. 

Fred. What do you mean? You to be married to 
a Man of Threeſcore ? 

Mar. So my good prudent Father has decreed it; 
and I have this Moment received the fatal Sentence 
from his Lips. Judge therefore whoſe Fate is the 
' hardeſt; yours, in being deprived of the Woman 
you admire, or mine, in being deſtin'd to the Man I 
abhor? ; 

Fred. But to whom, for Heaven's ſake, has he de- 
ſtin'd thee? 

Mar. To one you never ſaw, Lord Lovington, 

Free. Fortune defend you from his Embraces! I 
know his Nephew Captain Bellafont intimately, and 
have been many times entertained with his Account 
of his Uncle's ridiculous Humours.——Is it poſſible 
my Father can be ſerious? 

Mar. Serious? why he is abſolute ; and his Lord- 
ſhip is expected this very Day. 

Fred. Then Sir Antony has not ſeen him? 

Mar. Never. 

Fred. Fear nothing then ; for the Sight of him 
cannot fail to frighten away theſe abſurd Refolu- 
tions in his Favour. Why, Child, he looks like 

a Courtier, 


THE SUMMER. TALE. 25 


a Courtier of Oliver Cromwell's; and is in every 
Particular both of Manners, Dreſs and Addreſs, a 
Character of as different a Calt from our finical Fa- 
ther's as potlible. 

Mar. I'm glad of it ——But you ſaid you knew 
his Nephew, Captain Bellafont : what is he? of a 
Piece with his Uncle? 

Fred. The very reverſe; I do not know a more 
honeſt, good-humoured, ſprightly Fellow, and with 
a Heart as full of Courage as it can hold: his 


Failings are all either of the ſocial or the amorous 
Sort; and I know no good Thing he wants, but more 


Diſcretion, and a better Fortune, 

Mar. So, fo! — | 

Fred. Well, but you don't intend to obey my 
Father, if he ſhould be ſo perverſe. — 

Mar. Obey him, Frederick ! no I promiſe thee I 
ſnall not, while there is a Window in his Houſe to 


jump out at, and a Man in the World to catch me. 


If he was Father and Mother both, I ſhou'd think 
my Happineſs rather too great a Compliment to 
make him 5 

Fred. Well ſaid, Maria: your Reſolution gives 
me Spirits; but I will retire to my Chamber, and 


get off this travelling Dreſs, before I ſee my Father 


and his prave Son-in-Law. 

Mar. Do ſo. [Exit Frederick] Well, Maria, 
how is it with thee now? This Bellafont will be too 
hard for thee at laſt. My Brother's Report has done 
his Cauſe no little Service. Marry! beſhrew the 
Fellow ! Of all Things in the World, what I wiſh 
moſt to avoid. is falling in Love ; and methinks I 
take every Method of throwing myſelf in its Way. 


AIR XIV. [Arne.] 


Ah ! what can defend a poor Maiden from Love ? 
Te Prudes, your Expeaient impart, | 
This pleaſing Intruder how ſhall I remove, 
And guard the foft Paſs to my Heart © 
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Of Mothers and Wiwes how wretched the Lives ! 
Your's alone is the ſenſible Plan; 

They only are bleſt like you who dete/l 
That horrible Creature call'd Man, 


But when at our Feet the fond Wretches aue wiew, 
How can one refuſe em, 
Or ſcornfully uje *em ? 

Ah ! what is your Caſe, ye coy Virgins, could you ? 


Exp of the FigsT Acr. 
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$SCENE-L | | 
A Table ſet out with Wine, Pipes, Sc. Captain BEI- 


LAFONT enters with FERDINAND, his Servant. car- 
rying à Bundle of ( loaths, 


Ferd. ND ſo, Sir, you think by dreſſing 

yourſelf in this old Trunpery, to pals 

yourſelf upon Madam Maria for your Uncle Lord 

Lovington ? The Lord have Mercy upon ſome Peo— 
ple's Heads! 

[Throwing the Coat hs on a Chair. 

Bell. I ſhall have no Mercy upon thine, Puppy, 
if you run on at this rate. But ſince you aſſume by 
Right immemorial a Licence of ſpeaking to me 
what you pleaſe, and how you pleaſe, let me know 
why in your great Wiſdom you object to this Scheme 
of mine ? which, to ſay the Truth, was the Reſult 
of Neceſſity rather than Invention. 

Ferd. Why I object to it, Maſter of mine, 
for every Reaſon under Heaven, Firſt and foremoſt 
for the weightieſt of all Reaſons, becauſe I did not 

ropoſe it myſelf, In ſhort, 1 object to it as a 
Soldier, a Politician, a Lawyer and a Chriſtian. 


— — 


Bell. 
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married; in which Caſe Madam Maria will be a 
Femme Couverte. 
Mar. Ia Femme Couverte, Mr. Shifter! I deſire 
J oa LTP 
p having Heir Male by a 
ty preſent being ſo likely 
e — 
r odious Advice to your- 
I don't need it, nor ever 


r. Shifter, ſhe is a Lady 
But come, Sir Antony, 
low me a few Minutes 
our Daughter, and _ 
ng her into better Hu- 


art, my Lord, ——A per- 

—— —Come, Neighbour 

my Hopes of ſeeing my 
ill at an End.— He is an 

he Truth of it. 

ntony, Shifter, and Serv, 


. 
4 and Maria. 


„I would fain hops, 2 that 
you won't find me fo diſ- 


'tis in vain to diſguiſe my 
is in our Manners, our 
kes me deſpair of Happi- 
an Alliance. 


| XVIII. ic [Arne.] 


174 *Jurn yuu , 0 Engage, 
Believe me you hade not the Art, 

The feeble Attacks of ole Age 
Can never endanger my Heart. 


The 
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Bell. I ſhall have no | ag! 
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what you pleaſe, and ho' Fo 
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of mine? which, to ſay. 
of Necellity rather than 
Ferd. Why I object t 


for every Reaſon under Heaven. 
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for the weightieſt of all Reaſons, becauſe I did not 


propoe it myſelf. 


In ſhort, 1 object to it as a 
oldier, a Politician, a Lawyer and a Chriſtian. 
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married; in which Caſe Madam Maria will be a 
Femme Couverte. | 

Mar. I a Femme Couverte, Mr. Shifter! I deſire 
you will call me none of your naſty Law Names. 

Shift. Now your Lordſhip having Heir Male by a 
former Venter, and the Party preſent being ſo likely 
to bear Iſſue, I hould adviſe —— 

Mar. Pr'ythee, keep your ocious Advice to your- 
ſelf. ——] afſure you, Sir, I don't need it, nor ever 
intend to follow it. 

Lord Loy. | perceive, Mr. Shifter, ſhe is a Lady 
of a very high Spirit. But come, Sir Antony, 
be not caſt down, Man: allow me a few Minutes 
private Converſation with your Daughter, and per- 
haps I may be able to bring her into better Hu- 
mour with me. 

Sir Ant. With all my Heart, my Lord. A per- 
verſe, ungovernable Girl !———Come, Neighbour 
Shifter——'tis all over; my Hopes of ſeeing my 
Daughter a Counteſs are all at an End.— He 1s an 
abſurd old Fellow, that's the Truth of it. 

[Exeunt Sir Antony, Shifter, and Serv, 


SCENE X. 


Lord LovincToN and Maria. 


Lord Low, Come, Madam, T would fain hope, that 
upon better Acquaintance, you won't find me fo dit- 
agreeable. 

Mar, Indeed, my Lord, tis in vain to diſguiſe my 
Heart ; the Diſparity there is in our Manners, our 
Fortunes, and our Age, makes me deſpair of Happi- 
neſs in ſo diſproportionate an Alliance. 


AIR XXVIIL * [Arne.] 


In vain you attempt to engage, 
Believe me you have not the Art, 


The feeble Attacks of old Age 
Can never endanger my Heart. 
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The daxzling Delights that await 
Upon Grandeur I need not be told; 

You tell me you're wealthy and great, 
"Tis true but alas ! you are od. 


Few Scruples, you'll ſay, have been known, 
Which Gold ever fail'd to remove ; 
"Tis a pow rful Temptation ] own, | 


But ah! what is Lift without Love? 


Lord Lov, As I ſuppoſe my Age is the moſt ſtag- 
gering Circumſtance againſt me, let me tell you, 
young Lady, that tis wore than probable, I am not 
ſo old as I appear to be. | | 
5 [ Speaks more in his own Voice. 

Mar. No, o' my Conſcience are you not, if I gueſs 
right, O ho! my Gentleman, is it you? [Ade 

Tong Lov. Why how old now do you think I may 
be | . 

Mar. ] don't know, my Lord, but I ſhould gueſs 
about ſeven or eight and twenty, | 

Lord Low. Seven or eight and twenty, quotha ? 
No, no, no: I was not ſo young as that comes to, 
ſeven or eight and twenty Years ago. 

Mar. May be ſo; I can't tell; I am very igno- 
rant of People's Ages; but I thought I would not 
ſhock your Lordſhip by gueſling yours too high. 

Lord Low. Permit me to draw you a Chair, Miſs 
Maria. A 

Mar, Your Contrivance, Mr. Bellafont, ſhan't paſs 
upon me this Time I can aſſure you. [Alide. 

Lord Low. Come, fit down. —. No, young Lady, 
tho* Jam pretty far advanced in Years, and muſt 


expect to find the Infirmities of old Age come upon 


me apace. yet I ſhould hope my Rank, my Poſſeſſi- 
ons, and my Liberality to you, would ſtand in the 
Place of more youthful Accompliſhments. I cannot 
flatter you ſo highly as the young Men of the preſent 
Age can do, but perhaps i can love you a3 weli. I 
dare ſay, pretty one, you have no Objection agaiuſt 
being a Countels 

Mar. 
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Mar. I don't know, my Lord, a Title, no doubt, 
has its Charms. 
Lord Low. And a Woman without Ambition is a 


Prodigy, a Monſter. What Happineſs is there 
which Wealth and Splendor cannot give us? How 
contemptible is it to marry a Beggar, and ſtarve upon 
Love ? 

Mar. Very true my Lord, it is a vulgar kind of 
Diet, and only fit for Perſons in a low walk of Life. 
Lord Low, On the contiary, how gayly, how agree- 
ably does the Lite of a Woman of Quality flide a- 
way ! in one continued pleafing .round of innocent 
Diſſi pa tion. A Wile, above Obligations of 
Obedience, and a Mother, without Apptehenſions 
for Poiterity, no Care nor Inquietude can approach 
her; and if Repentance ever offers to intrude, Cards 
and Converſation are at hand to repel it. 

Mar. No doubt there are great Refources in Life 
againſt Repentance. 

Lord Low I am ſenſible, young Lady, of great. 
perſonal Defects, and would therefore engage your 
Intereſt to yield that Atlent, which 1 fear your Heart 
mv it with-hoid, : 

Mar, Now will I plague him moſt delic iouſſy.— 
[Afede.]—NMiy Heart, my Lord, is intirely diſen- 
gaged. Jo be ſure, your Lordſhip has made ule 
of ſtrong Allurements. For my own Part, I always 
ſet my Mind upon marrying a Man of Fortune; for 
which Reaſon J could never endure the Addreiles of 
a- Soldier. | 

Lord Lov, Humph! have, you been ſolicited by 
any ſuch ? 

Mar. Why, yes, I have been troubled with ſuch 
impertinent Pretenders ; nay, I muſt confeſs I have 
been moſt difagreeably importuned by a Nephew of 
your Lordſhip's. 

Lord Low. Who ?!———What?—Oh fay 
Bellafont, you mean. Why I hear a tolerable 
Report of that young Fellow. 

Mar, I ſhou'd. be ſorry to offend your Landa J 
but allow me to tell you. that the Report which ſays 
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any thing tolerable of Captain Bellafont, muſt be 
his own. | 

Lord Lov, Indeed ! why J am concerned to hear 
theſe Tidings of my, Nephew ; eſpecially as he is 
Heir to my Title and Eitate, in caſe of my Son's 
Deceaſe.— Oh! the abomine ble mercenary jilt, what 
Folly poſieſs'd me to put on this Diſguiſe? ¶Hfide. 

Aar, It grieves me, my Lord, to give you Pain; 
but I muſt ſeriouſly entreat you to bring your Ne- 
phew here, and in your Preſence allow me to give 
him his final Diſmiſſion; nay I can never think of 
our Alliance on any other Conditions, | 

Lord Low. Oh! that I was quit of this Fool's Coat 
that I might abuſe her! [de.] Well, Madam, 
your Commands ſhall be obey'd ; my Nephew ſhall 
never offend you more. 

Mar. Twill be a very acceptable Riddance, I can 
aſſure your Loidthip. [She walls up the ſtage. 

Lord Low. Now do I wiſh I was fourſcore Miles 
off: What the plague did I ſee in her to fall in Love 
with ? Thank Heaven ! I ſhall be revenged ; I ſhall 
diſappoint her Avarice. I hope from my Soul ſhe'll 
hang herſelf in her Garters for Vexation. Well, 
Madam, I ſhall take my Leave of you now, and 
when I have denounced your Vengeance on poor 
Charles, I hope you will reward my Obedience; and 
being delivered from his Addreſſes be more at lei- 
ſure to entertain mine. | | 

Mar. I ſhall endeavour to ſhew my Gratitude to 
your Lordſhip, as I ought. [Exit Lord Loving- 
ton. ] Ha ! ha ! ha ! get thee gone, get thee gone : 


Poor Bellafont, thou may'it be a paſſable good Sol- 


dier in the open Field and broad Day-light ; but in 
the Conduct and Contrivance of a Surpriſe, thou art 
no Match for me, take my word for it. 


AIR XXIX. Haſſe.] 
Away, diſſembling Lover ! 
Your Project I diſcover, | 
12 | And 
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And ſee thro all your Art : 
Then fly from Shape to Shape, 
Yet hope not to eſcape, 


My Chains encloſe your Heart. 
Enp of the StEconD Acr. 


LCC CEERESE 
r 


SCENE I. 


A View of the Country near Sir Ax roxv's, with a 
diſtant Proſpect of the Houſe. 


OL1via, AMELI1A. 


ELIEVE me, my dear, I ſincerely partake in 
your Happineſs upon this Diſcovery which you 
have made of your Lover's Fidelity. 

Amel. Dear Madam, you have laid me under eter- 
nal Obligations; I owe every thing to your prudent 
Advice and hoſpitable Reception, 

Oliv. Don't ſpeak of it, Amelia; the Pleaſure 
that I take in finding young Withers worthy of the 
good Opinion I have always entertain'd of him, makes 
me almoſt as much intereſted in this Event as yourſelf, 

Amel. How generous is this! Yes I confeſs to you 
my Heart is much lighter ſince this Adventure. We 
have both, I perceive, been in an Error; he in be- 
lieving I had mariied Lord Wealthy, and I in ap- 

rehending he had forſaken and forgot me; but, to 
my unſpeakable "Tranſport. I find his Affection for me 
unimpair'd by Abſence ; and what mine for him muſt 
be, the deſpe:ate Step I have taken ſufficiently de- 
monſtrates. | 

Oliv, Come, my dear, don't condemn the generous - 
Reſolution which Love has inſpir'd you with; nei- 
ther the Conduct, as I hope, nor the Condition of 
your Lover will ever reproach you. 

Amel. O Madam, with the Man of my Heart there 
is no condition in Life Nr humble, which IL ſould 

| 8 Ky h not 
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not infinitely prefer to all that Wealth and Greatneſs 
can beſtow without him. 


AIR XXX. 


Thro' theſe-Wilds ſecurely ranging, _{Ciampi.] 
Grandeur for Content exchanging, 
Freely I abſolve my Fate; 
Here my Soul without repining 
Each ambitious Thought reſigning, 
Looks with Pity on the Great, 


Oli. J applaud your Sentiments, Amelia: but 
come, it draws towards Evening; and as we axe 
walking homewards, I will communicate 'to you a 
Defign which I have form'd for your diſcovering your- 
ſef to Frederick before the Time appointed for your 
Meeting; for I am determined, if poſſible, to bring 
Matters to a Concluſion betwixt you before this Day 
is at an End, [Exeunt, 


SCENE H. 
BELLAFonT, MARIA. 


Mar. Very well, Mr. Bellafont, there's an End 
then to every thing between us: henceforward we 
ate to think of each other no more. 

Bell. Never; never. I would baniſh from my 
Memory, if poſſible, the very Name of Maria. 

Mar. You carry this Matter very triumphantly 
truly. | | 

Bell I ſuppoſe your Vanity expected ſome Gratifi- 
cation upon this Occaſion; but it would be ſtrange 
Folly in me to bewail a Separation, which I muſt ever 
conſider as the moſt fortunate Event in my Life. 

Mar. No doubt it muſt have been ſtrange Indiſcre- 
tion in you to have thrown away ſo much Merit upon 
a Woman with poor Twenty thouſand Pounds 
to her Fortune.—To be ſure, Captain, you have 
Views of a much higher Sort. | 

Bell. J have indeed Worth and Honour; and a 
noble Mind ſhall be the Portion of the Woman I aſpire 
to; theſe are the Qualities, which 'T once * 

un : ; 11 
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T diſcover'd in Maria; and for which alone I admired 
her: all ather Poſſeſſions I look on with Diſdain. 

Mir, Now could I run into his Arms but for the 
dear Delight of tormenting him a little longer: he 
has won my Heart by the noble Manner in which 
he renounces it. Aide] Hold, Mr. Bellafont, don't 
let us part in this abrupt Männer; your Regards 
for me muſt have been very inſincere, to be laid aſide 
with ſo much Indifference. 

Bell. Why ſhould 1 complain, and to whom ? 
What Senſe of my Sufferings can- ſhe have whom 
Gold could bribe: to abandon me? whom the dirty 
Poſſeſſions of Lord Lovington could prevail upon to 
take old Age, with- all its melancholy Attendants, 
to her Arms ? That ever ſo mean a Paſſion as Ava- 
rice could find Reception in ſo fair a Bolom! O 
Maria, what Youth and Beauty art thou about to 
ſacrifice to Vanity and Ambition! Juſt Heaven, how 
bleft we might have been! Wealth and Grandeur 
indeed I could not have endow'd thee with; but an 
honeſt and faithful Heart is an Oblation which a ge- 
nerous Woman would have prefer'd before them. 


AIR XXXI, Duetto. zack. 


Bell. Yes 'tis plain, ſhe fees ms tremble, 

| While I tear her from my Heart. 

Mar. Sure he knows I but diſjemble, 
When I tell him to depart. 

Bell. Lowe, away ! thou haſt betray'd me. 

Mar. Pity, hence ! Reſentment aid me. 

Bell. 7 renounce thee, wenal Beauty, 
Thus I tear thee from my Heart. 

Mar. Haughty Lader, knew thy Duty, 


See without a Sigh I part. [Exit Bellafont. 
MARIA, alone, 


Now have I trifled with this Bellafont, 'till I am 
ſeriouſly in Love with him; from being at firſt ac- 
ceſſary to my Amuſe ment, he is now become eſſen- 
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tial to my Happineſs : alas! 'tis ever ſo ; we are 
oftener dup'd by Over-ſecurity, than by Credulity. 
How many young Women have theſe playful Expe- 
riments ſurpriz'd into Love with Men at firſt altoge- 
ther indifferent to them! Yet ſure I have a worthier 
Cauſe for approving this Man. He is undoubtedly 
ofa frank and noble Nature :—Tho' what he means 
by putting this trick upon me, and perſonating Lord 
Lovington, I know not; but it ſhou'd ſeem by this 
Attack upon my Vanity, that he ſuſpe&s either my 
Conftancy or my Underftanding.—Be it what it will, 
Jam determined to puniſh him for his blundering 
Contrivance, if it is only to enhance the Value of 
any future Obedience. 


AIR XXXII. [ Back, ] 


Nature, when fbe pave us Pleaſure 
Kindly to enhance why Toasee, 
In her Bounty gave us Pain; 
Doubts that heighten, 
Tears that brighten, 
Toils, that earn what they obtain. 


Nymphs a mutual Flame confeſſing, 
Damp the Youth they think they're bleſſing, 
He cannot love, who don't complain. Exit. 


SCENE III. 
BRLLATOVT ; ſpeaks as be enters, 


Don't think, Madam, that I am come back to 
Hah ! ſhe's gone.—Well, farewel to her, baſe un- 
generous Woman II am aſhamed to find what hold 
the had taken of my Heart, by the Pain it gives me to 
wreſt it from her Poſfeſſion, 


FexbiNaNnD enters, ſpeaks in the Side Scene, 


Well, Sir 
Bell. Well, Ferdinand 3 
Ferd. What, you're agreed then; all's over, is it 


e | 
9 Bell. 
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Bell. Yes, all is over. 

Ferd. I am glad on't ; I congratulate you with all 
my Heart; and pray, Sir, when is it to be? 

Bell. What does the Coxcomb mean? When is 
what to be? | 

Ferd. Why, when are you and Madam Maria to 
be married? R | | 

Bell. Never, I tell you never—— And hark'ee, 
Sir, dare not for your Lite, Sirrah, not for your Life 
ever mention to me that Name again. 

* [ Seizing him by the Collar. 
Ferd. I am dumb, Sir, | am dumb; and if you 
don't let go my Throat, ſhall be fo in earneſt, 

Bell. 1 would have you ſo, at leaſt on this Subject, 
hut I correct myſelf, and am aſhamed of my Paſ- 
hon—This Woman, Ferdinand, puts me beſide my- 
 felf—Your Miſtake certainly did not merit ſo rough 
a Reproof, nor your Services—I am ſorry for what 
I have done—Ferdinand !—I am determined to ſee 
this Woman once again (why don't you ſpeak ?) 
but it ſhall be in the Character of Lord Loving- 
ton; I will draw her on to conſent to marry me in 
that Diſguiſe, and then diſcover myſelf and upbraid 
her—Hah! what think you ?—Will it not be ex- 
cellent Revenge? Why don't you anſwer ? 
Ferd. I ſay nothing, Sir, I am reſolved upon that; 
but I can't help thinking tho' that the trueſt Re 
| Venge you cou'd take wou'd be to marry her firſt, 
and diſcover yourſelf afterwards, 


AIR XXXIII. 


When a Maid's in the Mind to marry, 

He's an Aſs that thinks he li larry ; 

Take my word there's no Time ts dally, 

Pr'ythee dont ftand hilly, ſpally, 
Shilly, Paliy, fooliſh Man “ 


Shou'd ſhe look before ſhe leaps, Sir, 
Or not wed before ſhe ſleeps, Sir, 
C4 Tou 
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You are left in the lurch; all is over J. 
She is fled to ſome happier Lover, 
And you may go hang, fooliſh Man ! 


SCENE IV. 
PaDDY, BELLarFonT, FERDINAND, 


Paddy. Saave you, Sir; long Life to you, noble 
Captain. 2 

Bell. What, my brave Iriſh Boy; How fares the 
World with thee, Paddy, theſe hard Times 

Paddy. You may ſay that the Times are indiffer- 
rent hard tiuly ; for o' my troth this is not a Country 
to live well in, when a Man has nothing to live up- 
on; and your Honour well knows that I was always 
tco honeſt to work, and too idle to ſteal, (as the Say- 
ing is) 80 Ieven think of walking homewards into 
my own Nation again. . 
Bell. Alas! my Friend, Potatoes and Butter-milk 
are but ſorry Diet, for a gallant Lad, who has car- 
ried Conquelt into every Corner of the Globe. | 

Paddy. Ay my dear Sowl, but I have a ſmall 
ſcruple of Conſcience beſides all that now; for you 
ſhall know that I was fain to put off my Religion 
for a while to ſerve his Majeſty King George (God 
bleſs him!) And I can get Abſolution now in my 
own Country for nothing, | 

Bell. Well, thou art a hearty Soldier, let thy Faith 
be what it will. W. hat haſt got there? [ Paddy takes 

out his Handkerchief with the Purſe wrapt in it. 

Paday. Why 'tis ſomething of your Honour's, 
which I found upon the way hither, and ] was 
thinking whe her I ſhou'd deliver it to you now, or 
after I was gone. 

Bell. Let me ſce it——Hey-day ! the Purfe I gave 
to Shifter! How did you come by this, Paddy ? 
Paddy, Why I tcok it from a bothering Bug of a 
Lawyer that Maſter Ferdinand told me had cheated 
you of it. 

Bell. Why how now, Paddy! what, turn Thief, 
and rob a Man of his Money? | 55 
Poddy. Bub a boo !—Rob? why as I have a Sowl 

to. 
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to be ſaved now, I aſked him to give it me for 
Love's fake civilly ; but I believe he is the biggeſt 
Rogue in the World, for he refuſed me out and out ; 
ſo I broke his Rogue's Pate, and took it from him. 
Bell. Here, Sirrah, take the Money and get thee 
gone; for if you are caught, you will certainly be 
hang d. | "2 
Paddy. Hang'd, quotha? Ha ! ha! ha! that's 
a fine Joke ! But if they hang me here in England 
for fuch a Trifle as that, it ſhall be a Warning to me 
how I ever ſet foot in their Country again at all, at all. 
Bell. Well, Paddy, as thou haſt won it, wear it ; 
thy Intentions were honeſt, tho' the Law wou'd call 
thee a Rogue. 
Paddy, No, by my Sowl, I will not touch 2 
Thirteer; Paddy O Connor ſcorns it, Take it, and 
may all the Saints in. Heaven bleſs you with it! 'tis 
nothing for a poor Fellow like me to want Money, 
but for a great and a rich Gentleman like yourſelf to 
be without it, is a Sin and Shame, Devil burn me it 
it is not. 


AIR. XXXIV. 


O think not that Paddy wwill palter 
Becauſe he has broke a Rogue's Pate, 

The Man that's afraid of a Halter, 
Deſerwes not ſo lofiy a Fate. 


O Connor. fo nobly deſcended 
Will never ſo meanly deſcend ; 

For why ; when my Life at is ended, 
Why then of my Life there's an End. 


Runs cur. 


Bell. Here, Ferdinand, I giving him the Pure. ]: 

run after that wild Iriſhman and catch him, if you 

can, before the Law. does. [| Ext! Ferdinand. To trace 

Actions apparently good from diſhonourable Mo- 

tives is no uncommon Thing; but it is the he 
_ 0 1 8 
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of his Nation to commit the wildeſt Extravaganc ies 
upon Principles of the moſt exalted 1 

| xit, 


SCENE v. 
A Hall in Sir AnTowy's Houſe: 


FREDERICK, MARIA. 


Mar. And do you intend to keep this Aſſignation? 

Fred. Punctually. 

Mar. *Tis a ſtrange Adventure. An Intrigue with 
a Maſk in this Place, and at theſe Times, has a 
mighty romantick Air with it : and I cannot help 
thinking that your Damſel is diſtracted in Reality, as 
well as Appearance, 

Fred. She is in her perfect Senſes I will engage 
for her, but ſhe has almoſt deprived me of mine; 
for ſhe ſo exactly reſembles in Voice, Air and De- 
portment, her whom J once call'd my Amelia, that 
my Heart has been ſtrangely agitated ever ſince I 
ſaw her ; and I cannot. help being as impatient for a 
ſecond Interview, as if I was actually to meet the 
Object of my Affection. 

ar. She is much beholden to her Maſk I dare ſay; 
and o my Conſcience were all Men's Imaginations as 
lively as your's is, Frederick, the Women wou'd do 
well to copy her. Faſhion ; but it ſhould ſeem by the 
preſent Mode of Drefling, as if they were apprehen- 
five that the Men would give them Credit for no other 
Beauties, than thoſe which they expoſe. 

Fred. Upon my Word we are much; beholden to 
the Ladies for their fair and open Dealing with us. 

Mar. Come, my dear Brother, Moralizing don't 
become us ; and I take it you are rather too young to 
reaſon the Fair Sex out of their Coquetries, © 


AIR XXXV. 


Vain Aitemat to rail at Pleaſure, | 
Leave the Warld te.mand at Leiſure; 
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Sour Ill- nature, far away ! 
Innocence is alway: gay, 
Others Lives ſeverely nothing, 
Every Error gladly gusting. 
e, I leave that Taſh to thee: 
bat are others Faults to me? 


Fred. A Loſer has a right to rave at the Arts by 
which he has been trapann'd. 

Var. Poor mortified Lover !—But by what Means 
do you propoſe to diveſt yourſelf of this unfortunate 
Attachment? ; | 

Fred. By baniſhing myſelf for ever from the Sight 
of her who inſpired it ; from the Climate, the Coun- 
try where my Paſſion had Birth, and from every Scene 
that may remind me of a Misfortune, which I fear no 
Time can ever totally extinguiſh. 

Mar. And has my Father conſented to your Scheme 
of travelling ? 

Fred. He has: his Vanity ſtood my Friend, and ! 
ſucceeded. I} 8 

Mar, I am glad of it; we never apply to Diſſi- 
pation as a Remedy for Sorrow , till the Cure is half 
performed without it. | 

Fred, Well, Maria, ſince you have made me the 
Confidant of your Paſſion for my Friend Bellafont, 
ſuffer me in my turn to aſk you in which of his 
Characters you intend to marry him; for I take it 
for granted you (like all other Clients in the Affair 
of Marriage) determined upon the Deed, before 
you took Council on the Expediency of it. | 

Mar. Why, to ſpeak the Truth, I do find myſelf 
ſtrangely diſpoſed to chuſe for myſelf in this matter, 
notwithſtanding my grave Father's Remonſtrances ; 
and if Bellafont owes me any thing for my Prefe- 
rence on this occaſion, he muſt thank you for it; 
for I verily believe it was your ,Report of him that 
turn'd the, Scale: however, I am. determined his 
fooliſh Conceit of Lord Lovington ſhall. not paſs 
with me ; I ſcorn Deceit myſelf, 'and ſhall not eaſily 


brook it in him. 8 
0 Tea. 
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Fred, Maria, I love Bellafont, and IT think he 
deſerves you ; a higher Encomium I need not beſtow 
upon him. Now tho? there can be no greater de- 
gree of Happineſs, than to be in Poſſeſſion of the 
Object of one's Affection, yet Penury will chill that 
Happineſs, if not deſtroy it. There are few 
Paſſions can ſtand the Indelicacies of Diſtreſs. 
Not only your Fortune, Siſter, but mine alſo de- 
pends upon my Father, and he you know is obſti- 
nate by Preſcription. You muſt. not expect his 
Forgiveneſs. A Man may be fooled out of his Rea- 
ſon, but who was ever yct reaſon'd out of his Folly ?. 


AIR XXXVI. Giardini. 
Parents think our Inclination | 
Ne'er ſhou'd fix till they approve ;. 
Loft to every ſoft Senſatien, 
They forget what tis to love. 


Void of every generous Paſſion, 
Lowers now with ſordid Art, 
(Such the World's diſgraceful Faſhion ) 
Woo the Intereft, not the Heart. 


T hou alone alike regardin 
Wealth and Titles ines, Diſdain, 
Morib with equal Worth rewarding,. 
Lov'ſt, and art below'd again. 


PErrR enters. 


Sir, a Servant, who ſays he came Expreſs from 
Sir William Hartley's, brought this Letter for you. 
Fred. Sir William Hartley's ? W hat can it be ? 
Hah ! from young Hartley !—{ Reads @ Letter, 


: 15 Dear FREDERICK, 1 N 7 
„We are in the greateſt Affliction, from which | 
no body but you can deliver us, My Siſter Ame- 


ka in order to avoid a compell'd Marriage with _ 


Lord 
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* Lord "Wealthy, has piivately betaken herſelf 
hom us; and hitherto N d the moſt diligent 
Scar ch As c are weil -atiurd ithii. her Attach- 
ment 10 you was tne Canis of thts Hlopement, 
ſo we pc: :{uade ourſelves, that you are at this 
Time privy to bei 8 ent. It you are the 
Man of Honour I eſtecm you to be, you will 
approve yourself fuch on this. delicate Occaſion, 
and reſtore her to her Family without delay. On 
theſe Conditions I am bid to tell you, that you. 
will be received with open Arms, your Aficaions 
will be no longer combated, but. Amelia may be 
honourably yours. —Fhe Alternative I forbear to 
mention, becauſe Iwill not ſuppoſe myſelf other 
** wile than your faithful and aftectionate-Friend, 
Geo. HaxtLey,” 


Am I awake ? Have I my Senſes ? Do I ſee and. 
hear and read it right? Is Amelia then unmarried ? 
and ſhall ſhe yet be mine? But hold—in a Poſt- 
ſcript he adds“ Lord Wealthy's Conduct fince 
„ Amelia's Abſence has been ſuch, as leaves us 
* no room to regret. the Diſappointment. of his. 
Alliance.“ 

Mar. Was ever ſo. fortunate an Event 7 Dear 
Frederick, how happy do theſe Tidings make me! 

Fred. I believe thee from my Soul ; but here 1s 
News in another Poſtſeript, which will make you. 
ſtill bappier, if L am not out of my gueſs — Shall 
] read it? Is your Reſolution Proof againſt good. 
Fortune, as well as ill? He tells me here, that 
his Neighbour Lord Lovington. is dead of an 
* Apople&tick Fit, occaſioned, as is ſuppoſed, by 
the Shock he received at hearing that his Son had 
* loſt his Life in a drunken Frolick at Naples. That 
Captain Rellafont was Heir to his Title and For- 
tune, and that an Expreſs bas been ſent after 
him to Saliſhury, where he had lately been upon 
* the breaking of his, Regiment,” | 12 | 

Well, : 


Py 


4 
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Well, Maria —how like you all this? Fortune is 
in a giving Mood, and throws us Wealth, Titles 
and Happineſs in abundance, 

Mar. Tho' I cannot but rejoice at Bellafont's 
Proſperity, yet I muſt regret the Opportunity T 
wy loft of ſhewing the diſintereſted Regard I have 

r hiini. 

Fred. Tis better as it is.—It's an obſolete No- 
tion that Love and Virtue are to be found only in a 
Cottage; preſent Experience ſhews us that it is 
poſlible tor them to reſide in a Palace. [Exit, 


SCENE VE 
Lord LovinGToN to MARIA. 


Ford Low. Well, young Lady, before we con- 
clude this Bargain for Life, it will not be' amiſs 
if we come to ſome previous Explanation with each 
other, 

Mar. As your Lordſhip pleaſes; 

Lord Low, For my own Part I ſhall act ingenu- 
ouſly with you: It muſt be but little Comfort you 
can in Reaſon expect from an old Man like nie; 
but perhaps that little you look for, may be more 
than'you ate likely to receive. 

Mar. My Wiſhes, my Lord, are ſoon” bounded: : 
J have been early taught to obey my Father's Will 
and Pleaſure, and ſhall eaſily learn to ſubmit myſelf 
to yours. 3 E TIL 

Lord Dou. But ſuppoſe I am too capricious' to 
will any thing, and too difficult to be pleas'd with 
any body. 

Mar. My Patience ſhall ſubdue your Caprice, 
and my Tears ſhall ſoften your Anger. 

Lord Lov: Pſhaw ! if you weep,” I' ſhall laugh at 
qu; and if you ate merry, I-ſhall hate you: Vour 
Tears will only perfuade nie you ate a Hypecrite, 
and your Smiles wou'd convince! met that ydw were * 
plotting my Diſhonour. 

Mer, That is hard; but a ſilent and reſpectful 

s Obedience 


: 
i 
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Obedience to all your Humours, may leave you 
without Suſpicion or Complaint, 

Lord Lov. No; impoſſible ; your Silence 1 ſhall 
interpret to be Sullenneſs, and whatever you ſpeak, 
FE ſhall think it Impertinence; In ſhort, tho' L wou'd 
mariy you for your Beauty, I ſhall ſcorn you for 
your Meanneſs : Add to that, altho' I am wealthy 
to Exceſs, yet I am tormented with an eternal reach- 
ing after more; all within me is a Chaos of cla- 
morous Defires, all without Infirmity and Diſeaſe. 
Well, Madam, I have now done; for, tho' you 
can take up with a CharaQer of this Sort, I cannot ; 
it is Time for me to lay it down, and re- aſſume my 
own. 

Mar. O Mr. Bellafont, be in no hurry about 
that; it is really a very pretty diverting kind of 
Dialogue; and if it is any Amuſement to you to 
carry it on, I am at your Service. 

Lord Low. Why ! what! did you know me then 
all this while, notwithſtanding this Diſguiſe ? 

Mar. What Diſguiſe? Your Dreſs indeed is a 
little particular ; but, as you are now Lord Loving- 
ton, T concluded it was ſome Family Faſhion, 

Lord Low. I Lord Lovington ? 

Mar. Why, ay, are you not? Can you, as a Man 
of Honour, ſeek to impoſe yourſelf upon me for 
what you are not? As for the Deſcription you give 
me of your Perſon. and Diſpoſition, I aſcribe all 
that to an amiable Diffidence of yourſelf, which is 
a Quality I have always remarked in you with ſingu- 
lar Satisfaction. | 

Lord Low. Heyday! I am in a fine Dilemma: I 
really find myſelf mighty ridiculous. 

; Mar, Ha! ha! ha 


ATR XXXVI®. FArne.]. 


When 4 Freak bas got in 
Such a, Head for- plotting, 
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Can a finple Maid auiuhſtand? 
With ſuch Art afſailing, 
You are ſo prevailing 


I muſt yield both Heart and Hand. 


With a Mate fo loving, 
All my Ways approving, 
O how bleſt will be my Lot? 
. ſeem too eaſy, 
"Tis my Zeal to pleaſe you, 
Think of that, and {corn me not. 
Nay never doubt ; here's my Hand II conſent: 
How baſhful you tand Tis too late to repent, 


Lord Low, Well! I deſerve to be laugh'd at, I con- 


ſeſs, but, dear Maria, let me beſeech you ſeriouſly. 
to tell me, wou'd you have carried this Adventure 
through; and been diſintereſted enough to- marry an 
honeſt Fellow like me without a Don ? 

Mar. It is an Honour, my Lord, which I ſhou'd 
infallibly have accepted. 

Lord Low. Nay, but be ſerious. | 

Mar. Huſh! here comes my Father; compoſe 


yourſelf; all will be well; only remember you are 


now my Lord Lovington. 
Lord Low, Yes, yes, I am Lord Lovington ; never 
fear me. Generous Maria ! 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Sir ANTowny and FREDERICK, 


Sir Ant. Well, my Lord, are you and my Daugh- 
ter come to a right Underſtanding yet ? 
Lord Low, Perfectly, Sir Antony; I find her all 


1 


Gentleneſs and Compliance; and if the Parſon and 


the Lawyer were but as ready, I ſhould hope there 
wou'd be no other Delays to my Happineſs, , 

Sir Ant, Very good! very good f Why I expect 
Lawyer Shifter every Moment; and as for Parſon 


Sneak, he is below in the Kitchen. Well, Maria, 


J hope 
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I hope I ſhall now ſhortly have the Happineſs of 
ions my Daughter a Counteſs. 

| ar. I hope ſo too, Sir; but J can't perſuade 
tlis Gentleman to believe it. 

Sir Ant, Believe it? What do you mean, Girl, 
what do you mean? His Lordihip here is willing to 
have you, is he not? You heard him ſay ſo this very 
Moment. | 

Lord Lav, What Frolick has ſhe got in her Head 
now ?  [Afede. 

Mar. Very true, Sir, I heard him ſay he was 
ready to matr:y me; but I can't perſuade him that 
he is Lord Lovington, and I am determined to have 
no one but him. | 

Sir Ant. Not Lord Lovington? Are you mad, 
Huffey ? Who is he then? who is he? 
Mar. I know not, Sir, not I: but he inſiſted 
upon it juſt now that he was Captain Bellafont, and 
would be Lord Lovington no longer, 

Lord Lov. Oh ! the inſufferable Jilt. 

Sir Ant, Why I am thunderſtruck ! Bellafont ?— 
Captain Bellaſont?— Who are you, Sir, and what 
are you? ml EE IS 

Fred. Let me lock a little nearer :—'Tis even ſo! 
my. Friend Charles Bellafont, as I live? Ha! ha! 
ha! Why how whimſical this is! What, in Maſ- 
queradce ? | 

Sir Ant. Maſquerade, do you call it? Why 'tis 
a moſt wicked and abominable Impoſition. But 
come, Sir, decamp, move off, before you are forc'd 
to a more precipitate Retreat, | 

Mar, Hold, Sir, you are miſtaken ; I inſiſt upon 
it he is Lord Lovington, | 

Lord Lew, Tis faile; J am not: nor wou'd I 
accept the Wealth of the Indies with an Encum- 
brance like thee tack'd to it, were it thrown at my 
Feet. 

All. Ha! ha! ha! 

Lord Low. I is very well; laugh on, 'tis mighty 
well, but by Heaven! Mr. Frederick, you thall 
xepent your Jeering.— As for you, * K 
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AIR XXXVIII.« Arnold. 


Give me back my Heart, Seducer ! 
Thus my Freedom I regain : 

Fury tempts me to accuſe her; 
Pride forbids me to complain, 

Thus I tear my Chains aſunder : 

How can Heaven withhold its Thunder? 
See ! ſhe triumphs in my Pain! [Going. 


Fred. Come, Bellafont, we have carried this Jeft 
Far enough : you are really as ſhe teils you, Lord 
Lovington ; and, if you won't take my Word for 
it, you may read that Paper. You will pardon a 
little harmleſs Raillery, and, if you are ſerious in 
* Eſteem for my Siſter, I am confident my Fa- 

er and his Family will think themſeives highly 
honour'd in your Lordſhip's Alliance. 

Lord Low, My Uncle and my Couſin both dead ! 
If this be fo, Maria, my Ambition indeed will 
be ſatisfied, but my Happineſs 'tis you only cah 
beſtow. 5 719M Op 

Sir Ant, Why, how is all this, Frederick? Some- 
times he is a Lord, and ſometimes he is none. 
What is the Truth? 

Fred. This Letter, Sir, will explain it to you; 
indeed I would recommend the whcle to your Pe- 
ruſal. ——Come, my Lord, if you will withdraw to 
my Apartment, and diveſt yourſelf of your whimfical 
Habiliments, my Man can equip you with ſomt 
Cloaths of mine. 

Lord Liv. There is no need, Frederick; my Ser“ 
vant is waiting without; for to fay the Truth, I am 
thoroughly fick ani aſham'd of this Diſguiſe, and 
eou'd laugh as heartily as either of you at the ridi- 
culous Figure I mutt have made in this Tranſaction. 

Sir Ant. Well, there is ſome Senſe in this. [ Re- 
turning the Letter.) My Lord, I heartily congratulate 
you, and beg a thouſand Pardons for my Incivility 


to you, Xs 
. Lord 
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Lord Low. Oh! Sir Antony, mention it not, leſt 

you bring me to the Bluſh. I will take my Leave 
for a few. Minutes, and return with all Haſte. 

[Exit Lord Lovington. 

Sir Ant. By my fay-ſo, this is an Event that will 


make no ſmall Figure upon Paper; I am only con- 


cern'd that my Part has not been ſo brilliant as I 


cou'd wiſh ; but I muſt help that out in the Rela- 
tion. This Jade Clara hay cruelly difarrang'd my 
Matters ; no where to be found, either by Land or 
Water: Well, well, we have not dragg'd the Pond 
for nothing. Now, Frederick, cou'd we but find 
where Clara,—pſhaw—I mean where Miſs Hartley 
has hid herſelf, I might diſpoſe of both my Chil- 


dren at once. Ods Life} I would it was come to 
that | 


AIR XXXIX. Vernon. ] 


When my Children are zuedded all and gone, 
With a this Way, that Way, and every Way ; 
And a happy Day will be that Day, 

When they've left me to myſelf alone, 

With a this Way, &c. 
And I wou'd they were gone every one. 


Then will I ſeek out for a Wife, 

With a this Way, &c. 

And a happy Day will be that Day, 
When I renrw a wedded Life, 

With a this Woy, &c, 
For every Way Til ; leaſe my Wife, 


But fhou'd ſhe prove wayward, pert and bold, 
Miba this Way, &c. 


What a luckleſs Day wou'd be that Day, 
When I lighted firſt upon a Scold, 
With a this Way, &c. 


Ah ! what Way's left for me that am old ! 
SCENE 
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SCENE. VIII. 


OLivia enters with AuELIA brought in by a nume- 


rous Rabble of Peaſants ; HENRY following at ſome 
Diſtance, 


Sir Ant. Heyday ! who have we got here ? Is the 
whole Paiiſh ftung with the Gadfly What's the 
Matter with you all? 

Oliv. Why theſe honeſt People have a ſtrange Sto- 
ry to tell you, Sir Antony. 

/t. Peaſ. Ves, an' pleaſe your Worſhip; we have 
a ſtrange Stoiy 10 tell you: But things av gane yery 
croſs with us all this Harveſt . through; a Power gf 
*mildew'd Grain——PFarmer Chaff”s Horſes ar in a 
Manner eat up with the Botts, one and all and 
(Maſter Grubb's Cows- are ſorely, peſter'd with the 
Tail-worm ; ſo that we are fit to think, pleaſe your 
Worſhip, that the poor Beaſties are Hag- ridden, as 
it were. | | 


* 


— 


SIR Ax TONY fo AMELIA, 


Sir Ant. Well, Child, is it you have done all this? 

I ſee you are a Dealer in the Black Art. 
[ Pointing to her. Maſk, 

1/f, Peaſ. Noa, your Honour, we don't directly 
ſay ſo; but we were a little dubilous about the young 
kr any {> we'll pray your Worihip to examine her 
a Dit. 

Fred. O Neighbours, leave her to me; III exa- 
mine ber. 

1/2. Peaſ. We are much beholden to your Honour: 
Pray you now, young Gentleman, aſk-her why ſhe 
wears that black Thing «thwart her Face, whereof 
can take my Bible Cain cn't that ſhe: is ſometimes 
as ſighily a young Woman to look at, as ever my 
Eyes beheld : and why ſhe keeps hanging about the 
Grove at the Bottom of the Paddock ; there can be 
no good Intent in that, 


Sir 
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Sir Ant. Go, ye ſimple People, get home, and | 
leave the young Woman with us. | 1 


HENRY to one of the PEASAN ITS. 


Hen I am aſham'd, Gaffer Dowling, to ſee an old 
Mau like you make himſelf ſuch a Fool. | | 
| [Exeunt Peaſants, | | 
Sir Ant, Well, young Woman, let us know why | 
you are maſked, and what your Buſineſs is in theſe 
Parts ? 
Amel. My Profeſſion, Sir, is Fortune telling; I 
deal with the Stars. 
Sir Ant. I rather believe 'tis with the Moon. 
Amel. Give me your Hands. [Taking Sir Antony 
with one Hand, and Frederick with the other, 


AIR XL. Arnold.] 


Tou love, and are belowd again. [To Frederick. 
You love, alas ! but love in vain. [To Sir Ant, 
The Grove. The Garden was the Scene. 
You've been to blame 
Oh! he for Shame, 
With Hairs fo grey to wear a Head ſo green. 


'Your Maid is fled. ——Your Miſtreſs gone: 
Yet both theſe L:fſes are but one : 
I, who conceal d her, can reſtore, 
Lament !—»Repoice ! 
Here is my Choice! | 
Come tae, Oh! take, and never quit me more, 
[Unmaſks, and runs into Frederick's Arms, 


— — — % 2 rar 4 
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Fred. O tranſporting Surprize ! Do I behold thee ? 
do 1 again embrace © thee, my dear, my deſtin'd 
Amelia ? | 

Mar. Amelia - *-'- ? | 

Sr Ant. What do Fhear? And are you, that were 
my Clara, the Daughter of Sir William Hartley? 

Amel. I ain, Sir, and can you be- generous enough 

an to 
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to forgive my Preference of your Son before you? 

Sir Ant. Oh? no more of that I charge you. Tis 
well we are wiſer than our Children, for cer- 
tainly they have ſome unaccountable Advantages 


Over us. 


Fred. O my Amelia, I have News for thee, which 
J flatter myſelf you will be pleaſed with: your 
Friends are impatient to receive you, and have con- 
ſented to our Union. 

Amel. Then is my Joy compleat. Now had I but 
a Friend that cou'd relate to them this Day's Events, 
as they really have happen'd 

Hen. You have a Friend, Madam, an humble and. 
a faithful one; ready to undertake that Office, or any 
other you can lay upon him. | 

Amel, I thank thee, my good Henry, and will 
accept your Services. Frederick, I have much to 
tell thee of this Youth, whom 1 deſire you wr! love 
for my ſake, | 

Fred. i know him well : his Fortune ſhall be my 
Care. 

Hen. Thank Heaven! I Hall now be abſent, 
when ſhe is married, | Aid, Exit Henry. 


Loxp LovinGToN enters and /peaks. 


What do 1 ſee ? my Couſin Emily Hartley > Why 
this is fortunate beyond Deſcription. 

Mar. Bleſs me, my Lord, is Miſs Hartley your 
Couſin ? 

Lord Low, Even ſo—and if my Hopes don't flatter 
me, our Alliance is in a way to be improved. Well, 
Frederick, it Modeſty, Generofity and Good-nature 
can bleſs a Man, thou art happy. Come, Emily, 


can't you find ſomething to ſay of me in return for 


this fine high-flown Panegyric ? Relations ſhou'd 
commend each other. | 
[ Shifter appears at the Side Scene. 
O hol my honeſt Friend! are you there? Nay, 
never go back, Man. | 
[ Puſeing Shifter en upon ibe Stage. 


Pad, 
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Pad. Honeſt, quotha? By my Sowl now 'tis very 
cruel to call the poor Gentleman out of his Name; 
and o' my Conſcience | believe he thinks ſo himſelf, 
for I had the greateſt Difficulty in Life to make him 
come here of his own accord, 

Shift. Captain Bellafont, Sir, I beg you won't 
expoſe me here 1n open Court. | 

Bell. Why you are a little out of Countenance 
here, Maſter Shifter; yon Devil of an Iriſhman has 
made a foul Blot in your Parchment, 

| Pointing to his Forehead. 

Pad. Indeed now the Man has had his Pen'worth 
for his Penny ; I took a Purſe of Money from him, 
= true, but I gave him a broken Pate worth two 
Or it. 

Sir Ant. A broken Pate, quotha ? hang him, 
Rogue, give him a Haher. 

Lord Low, Come, Sir Antony, you muſt be Friends 
again; no perity ihould ſtain the Happineſs of 
this Day. thete are neceſſary Lvils in Society: it 
is not that Men preſer the wrong fide of the Queſ- 
tion before the right, 'tis only that they think it 
better than being of no fide at all. As for thee. 
Paddy, thou and I muſt not part for the reſt of our 
Lives: 

Pad. By my Sowl then I'II look no further; and 
when you die, Honey, III give you a Howl ſhall. 

fetch you to Life again in a hurry. 
Amel. Sir Antony, as I croſt your Lawn I found 
your Harveſt Folks aſſembled at their Sports ; the 
Serenity of the Evening, and the Chearfulneſs of the 
Scene, compoſe the moſt agreeable fight in Nature. 

Mar. Oh! by all Means, Sir, let us go thither ; 
Joy is pleaſing in whatſoever Shape it appears. 

Sir Ant, Let this then be a Day ot general Hap- 

pineſs ! 
lord Low. For my own Part I contemplate all ru- 
ral Paſtimes, with Keverence and Delight. The natu- 
ral Expreſſions of an innocent Joy in a fiee and happy 
People are in my Senſe the moſt grateful Oblation that 
can be offer d. in return for ſuch Bleſſings. 112 
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AIR XLI.“ [Richter.] 


Lord Lov. Happy Nation ! who poſſeſſing. 


Chor. 
Amelia. 


Chor. 


Nature's Gifts in full Inereaſe, 
Sees around thee every Bleſſing, 

Scenes of Plenty, Scenes of Peace 
Happy Nation] &c. 


Fields where golden Ceres waving 
Gliftens in the ripening Sun; 

Streams their fertile Borders laving 
Scattering Riches as they run. 

Happy Nation ! &c. | 


Meads where Flocks and Herds diſporting 
Gayly paint ihe chequer d Vale; 
Groves, where happly Shepherds courting, 
Softly Freathe their amorous Tale. 


Happy Nation ! 


Cooling Zephyrs gently blowing 
Fragrance from the flow ry Plains ; 

Temperate Skies ſerenely glowing ; 
Virtuous N;mphs and valiant Swains, 


Happy Nation ! who poſſeſſing 
Nature's Gifts in full Increaſe, 
Sees around thee every Bleſſing, 
Scenes of Plenty, Scenes of Peace, 


T H E END. 
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